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Runchoijee Dewan. As my own palan-
keen had been sent a march in advance, he
courteously sent his own for my convey-
ance. It was a roomy and well-cushioned
affair, gorgeously decorated; and between
the front windows, was an image of "Ganesa
the Sublime," with a favourite rat, as his
emblem of superior wisdom. Runchoijee
received me at the entrance to his house,
and conducted me into an inner court,
shaded with trellis, which supported fine
vines, whose rich fruit depended in em-
purpled clusters; between the leaves, were
cages of loories, and gaily plumaged par-
rots, doubtless sadly tantalized with the
ripe feast, from which their prison bars
restrained them. As the luscious gifts of
nature thus formed our canopy, the fine
produce of the carpet looms of Iran, were
spread beneath our feet, and mummers and
musicians collected for our amusement.

Among the crowd of friends who had
gathered round Runchorjee on this occa-
sion, I thought he appeared particularly